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| am lying on a boulder. Weird, isn't it? Why, of all the things or locations, am | leaning against this cold, giant 
rock? Well first of all, it's mine. My own rock. Neither of the other three can have it. Also, this is the only 
spot in this entire campsite where | feel comfortable. I'd rather sleep here than squeeze myself into that 
dratted, sweat-moistened tent they set up two days ago. Whose idea was it to go camping in the woods 
anyway? They didn't even tell me about it. Not a single fucking word. But | didn't want to be a party pooper, so 


| just went with their plan. Now I'm stuck in here for a few more days, regretting everything. 


| do not know exactly what time it is, but I'm sure it's almost midnight because the air had become a bit 
cooler and the moon is shining brilliantly over the trees. There's a small lake near our location and | can hear 
the gentle flowing of the water as | take another drag from my joint. This is wonderfully boring. | look up the 
sky, viewing the stars and the moon as wisps of smoke roll from between my lips, then glance at the lake. The 
translucent appearance of the water is mesmerizing, and you could even see the moonlight scattered on its 
surface. | smile, put out the joint, and stand up. | have an idea. And hopefully, my midnight won't be as boring 
as it turned out to be. 


Standing at the edge, | take off my shoes and socks and roll up my pants up to my thighs. | sit down with my 
legs and feet submerged underwater, and Christ, it feels great. | am tempted to strip all of my clothes off and 


take a dip but lm hesitating. What if someone sees me? I'd be far off more than dead. Despite that, | stand up 
once again and start undoing my trousers. After | stepped out of it, | lifted my shirt up and threw it on top of 
my discarded pants. A chilly breeze hit my body, making me shudder as | remove my underwear. After | 
gathered my garments into a neat pile, | immersed my entire self into the water, allowing my body 
temperature to rise due to the coldness of the lake. After a few seconds, | rise up again and swim for about a 
meter away from the edge. | can't help but grin and swish around like a little kid, since it is my first time to 
go skinny dipping, and much better, at midnight. The water is really clean and clear that you could almost see 
what's underneath it in spite of the darkness. | once again swim to the edge to check if someone's awake; and 


no-one is, which is a huge relief. 


After a while of swishing and waddling and swimming, | sit up back on the edge with my naked butt on the 
grass. The air seemed cooler to me, since my entire unclothed body is wet. Then | realize something. My towel. 


Shit. And my bag is way over there, beside my rock | slap my forehead in disappointment. 


| have no choice but to risk my life and walk over there to get my fucking towel. | tip-toed quickly to my rock 
and opened my bag. Its a good thing | thought to put it on top of the rest of my stuff when | was packing; | 
can get it out of the bag quickly. After | did, | rushed back to the lake and sit down on the edge with my towel 
wrapped around my upper torso. Luckily, the three hobos were still fast asleep. After my hair's tips have 
dried a bit, | took a dip again because the water is irresistible. 

| lie onto the water's calm surface and allowed the gentle current to carry me wherever it may go. | want to 
sleep here, but that's definitely not a good idea. Nevertheless, | close my eyelids, allowing myself to relax and 
"go with the flow", even meditate. Everything was so peaceful and still. | wish | could stay like this forever. 


But then my trance was broken by a splash in the water. 

| am scared as hell. | stand up to my feet, with the water reaching up to my chest. "Who's there?" | get no 
reply. | tried to calm down, until | heard another splash. "Show yourself!" | stammer out, hugging myself 
because of the cold and fright. | decided to stay there because what if whatever it is attacks me? I'd be torn 
to shreds by this lake monster. | didn't move, | just stood still as a stone. | can hear it coming closer to me. Is 
this the day l'm gonna be killed? And by a sea monster? 

| close my eyes and start saying, "goodbye world and all the people in it," over and over in my head. 

To my surprise, the creature wasn't a monster. What a fucking huge relief! l'm still alive! 


"What the hell are you doing here in the middle of the night?" he asks. 


"What the- shit, Nick. Why are you here? Aren't you supposed to be sleeping?" | frown and look at him. He is 


shirtless. | wonder if he's naked down under, too. 
"Well you fucking woke me up, git" He says. "| can hear you splashing and even giggling.” 


Shit. He has keen ears. "Go back to sleep." | try telling him off but he won't budge. 


"No. 


"What?" Is he fucking crazy? 


"I said | don't want to go back to sleep." He speaks. "I was allured to take a dip when | saw your pile of clothes." 


l'm dumbfounded. | can't talk. He takes a few steps closer to me. Now, he's about three inches away from my 


body and face. 
"You don't know how much it turns me on when you're naked" He utters. He's such a fucking tease. 


| don't talk. | just look at him and breathe through my mouth. He traces my collarbones with his soft fingers 
and then moves down to my chest. | close my eyes, feeling his touch, taking it all in. | could feel warmth 
flooding inside my abdomen while his hands move down to my waist, then my hips. He settles them there for a 
while, then he speaks "I want to feel you again, Georgie." 

After which, he kisses me deeply. He bites down gently on my lower lip and he invades my mouth with his 
warm tongue. We kept kissing as | remembered the last time we did it. 

That happened two months ago when | went home to my flat after a hectic and tiring day at the studio, not 


knowing he followed me. He cares a lot for me, you know. 


It was a good memory, though. | could vividly remember me and him making out of the sofa and | ended up 


spilling hot tea onto his naked chest. | loved it. 
Then, | am interrupted by the feeling of him carrying me. 


| open my eyes and in the dark, | can see his face against me and he was indeed carrying me. Gosh, he's so 
mighty. | realize that my legs are wrapped around his slender body as he walks further toward the other side 
of the lake and that he is naked. When we have gotten to the edge, he lifts me up onto the ground, allowing me 
to sit. On the other hand, he rests his face in between my thighs while he strokes them softly and lovingly. | 
bite my lips and look at him. His eyes were lustful and his breath fanned on my hardness. "I haven't seen little 
Roger in quite a while" he says as he lightly taps on my tip, making me moan under my breath. "And | haven't 
tasted him for a long time." 


He then licks me from the base of my cock and takes me in. | groan and bite my bottom lip in anticipation with 
his tongue prodding my slit. He keeps on blowing me, faster and faster every second. "Nick, Christ” | moan, 
"why are you doing this to me- aagh." He stops. My dick, aching and throbbing, exits his mouth. "I'm doing this 


because you /oveme." He smiles at me. 
Oh | do, Nicholas. | fucking do. 


He pushes himself upward to quickly kiss me. He's now sitting beside me. 
| stare at his gorgeous, manly figure. He's perfect. | lean in to kiss his neck, and he moans. He's hard, too. | can 


see his member standing up straight and | smile, thinking of the things and pleasures | could do to him. 


| stand up. "C'mere, Nicky," | whisper seductively as much as | can and reach out for his hand. He takes it, 
grinning ever sweetly at me. | lead him over to the bushes and trees behind us. It is fucking dark in here but | 
don't mind. As long as l'm with him, the darkness won't matter. 

"Fuck me, George Roger Waters." 

Those words are too much for me to take. | bend him over and kiss him. / wil, Nick. Hard and good 


| take hold of my hard dick and rub it against his hole, making him squeal silently. "Do it, love." 

Then | thrust in, holding his hips firmly as | slid in and out of him. | ravenously run my hands through his 
curls as | fucked him harder and faster while his moans passed over his lips continuously. "Aagh-ah, Roger. Y- 
you're so fucking good at this-ahh." he says and brings my hand to his dick, begging for more. | wank him until 
trembled underneath me. 


He comes onto my hand and | followed, arching my back and screaming silently. 

| exit him. We are both sweating and panting. | give him one last kiss before asking, "How about we swim back 
to the other side and sleep together?" 

He kisses me again and chuckles, "Yes of course, but not inside that fucking tent. And also not naked." 


"Whatever you say, love." | bump noses with him and go down into the water. | swim side by side with him 


until we reached the other side. After we get up, we kiss each other goodnight and sleep on my rock. 


| guess | can now say that this vacation wasn't a bad one. 


At all 


